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Ultima Cumæi venit jam Carminis Aitas : 
Magnus ab mtegro Seclorum na ſcitur ordo. 
Fam redi N Virgo, redeunt Saturnia regna: 
Fam nova Progenes Cælo demiititur alto. 
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Sir Andrew Fountaine. 
ouNvTAIXEI the Muſe Pride, Mankind's 
F Delight, 

Inc line our Ev, for "is to You I write ; 

To You, a pleaſing, grateful Verſe ] fog, 

The ſafe Arrival of Britania's King. 

J fog how Britain's Genius Penſive ſate; 

Mourning th unhappy Nation wretched Sate: 

How giddy Rage, and Factious Zeal poſſeſs d 

Our Canker d Hearts, and reignd in evry Breaſt : 


How 


Fo 2 IR 
Hoy GEORGE arriv d, Whoſe ſalutary Hand 
Has brought new Js, and Glory to this Land ; 
In whoſe mild Reign, Britain again ſhall ſee . 
content, and Peace, and ſmiling Liberty. 
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N lofty Cooper's Hills Aerial Brow, 
Which overlooks the wandring World below ; 
Immortal made by Denham's ſacred Lays, 
That crown the Poet with eternal Bays : | 
Britain's dejected Genius Penſive fate, 


Mourning th'unhappy Nations wretched State. 
B Whatever 
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By empty and unmeaning Words begun, 5 a: 8 * 8 
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Whatever Way her wondring Eye She throws 
New Scenes it opens of Fantaſtick Woes. 

Her Sons She ſaw with Factious Zeal poſſeſs, 
For wilde Divifions reign'd in ey'ry Breaſt ; 


And with unthinking Fury carried on. 
The Tyes of Nature all were laid aſide, 


Fathers oppos'd their Sons, the Bridegroom ſhun'd his Bride. 


Brothers the Rage of Party did divide, | 
J 


Hatred and endleſs Feuds, Confuſion, Strife, 
And all the direful Ius of Human Life 
Infect each Breaſt ; deſtructive Paſſion blinds 


Their Hood-wink'd Reaſon, and inflames their Minds. 


Tae trembling Genius now from far deſcries, 


Amidſt her Sons, but in a ſtrange Diſguiſe, 


Fell DISCORD with her ſoft deceitful Smiles, 


Enticing Frauds, alluring ſubtle Wiles, 


Striving with nice Addreſs and tempting Art, 


Firſt to corrupt, and then poſſeſs the Heart. 
T here ſhe perceiv'd the treach'rous griezly Fiend, 


 Carefs'd by all, the only Boſom Friend: 


Fair ſhe appear'd to Mortal's weaker Sight, 
But Ezgland's Genius ſaw thro the Deceit. 


Saw the vaſt Monſter of Gigantick Size,- 


Her daring Front, and her diſtorted Eyes; 


With 
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And each Domeſtic Cauſe of Pain and Care, 
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With black Eruptions Smokes her tainted Breath, 
That ſcatters round Confuſion, War, and Death. 


O'er her broad Back a ragged Mantle ſpreads, 
Ol ill tack'd Patches made, emboſs'd with Shreds 


Of jarring Colours, and unequal all, 

That on her diſtant Hips in filthy Tatters fall. 
About her Waiſte another Garment bound, 

Hangs dangling with its Borders on the Ground, 
Which Writs, Citations, and Arreſts compoſe, 

Long Bills, and Anſwers, which the Poor forecloſe, 


Sprung from the Evils of the wordy War, 
And all the Plagues of the litigious Bar. 


Her Skin obſcene, and of a motley Dye, 

Through the wide gaping Rents, aſſaults the Eye; 1 
Whilſt of her matted Hair (of various Hue, 

Red, yellow, grey, black, ſandy, green and blue) 
Aloft to Heav'n an impious Part aſcends, A 
And part to Native, Orcus downward tends, 
While Part in ſnaky Braids about her Shoulders bends. . 
Aloof, at awful diſtance from the Fiend, 

Her Hell-hounds, with obſequious Eyes, attend; 
Bailiffs, Attourmes, Pethifoggers, baſe | 


Setters, and all that gloomy Raſcal Race. 


But ſtill ſhe holds her Darlings by her Side; - 


Suſpicion, Fraud, Fear, Avarice, and Pride, 
| Coward, 
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Coward Detraclion, and mean Jealouſies, 
Envy, and Malice, and ungenerous [yes : 
Where e'er by DiscoRD, this vile Band is led, 
Their fatal Venom all around they ſpread. 


When this the Goddeſs ſaw, with G11ef oppreſ&d, 


To rouſe her Sons, ſhe thus unloads her Breaſt. 


Oh! my brave Sons, for Valour far renown'd | 


Whoſe Praiſes through the conquer 'd World reſound. 
How oft from you the Proud Therians fled ? 
How oft by you the haughty Gaul has bled ? 

Twas you with Gallic Blood dy'd Creſſy Field, 


*Twas to your Arms France did her Homage yield ; 


When ſhe rebell'd, you conquer d her again, 


And Creſſy's Wounds bled freſh on Blenbeim's Plain. 
I was you the ſinking Empire ſnatch'd from Fate, 


And gave the Auſtrian Line a longer Date. 
Twas you alone her treach'rous Foes withſtood, 
And ftain'd the Danube with Bavarian Blood, 
Oh! as you're Brave, be Wiſe, do not deſtroy | 


That Happineſs, which only you enjoy. 


Let not that direful Fiend abuſe your Ears, 
Miſlead your Hearts with idle Names and Fears. 
Will you for empty Names your Joys forego ? 


Will you give Triumphs to your vanquiſh'd Foe? 


Will 


(3) 


Will You from your own conq ring Hands receive, 


| - Thoſe deadly Wounds your Foes cou'd never give? 


= 
ab. 


Alas! my Sors, be Wiſe &er tis too late, 


af oo. 


Nor pull upon your ſelves that curſed Fate. 
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| Will you be always by your ſelves betray d? 


” Pe” _ 


Shall your own Hands deſtroy what they have made 7 
Shall Liberty, bleſs d Goddeſs ! now no more 


Enjoy this only, this once happy Shore? | 

Ye Gods, look down, and eaſe my lab'ring Fears, | 

Relieve my Anguiſh, and dry up my Tears! | 

Reſtore my Sons their Reaſon, let them know, 

The Pleaſures, that from Peace, and Union flow ; , 

4 Inftru& them in the Bleſlings they enjoy, 1 
Which nothing but themſelves can e' er deſtroy. 8 
As thus the Godlike Genius ſought Relief. : ly 

The Thames commiſerates her growing Grief ; 

The reverend God rais'd up his awful Head FE | ö 

With an unuſual Vigour from his Bed; } 

He left his Streams to glide ſerenely on, | " 


And to the Goddeſs, thus the God begun. 
O! ſacred Genius of this happy Iſle, 


Forget your Grief, and now begin to ſmile; 


0 1 
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The Terrors, that affright you are no more, 


The dreadful Threatsare vaniſh'd from our Shore : 
Languiſh no longer, but diſmiſs your Fear, 


The Guardian of our Liberties is near. 


Behold thy Sons in Union now conſpire, 


ang ohaſtly DISCORD ſhall to Hell retire. 


GEORGE is now coming, whoſe propitious Hand 


Shall bring new Joys, and Glory to this Land. 
In whoſe mild Reign Britain again ſhall ſee 


Content, and Peace, and ſmiling Liberty. 

Far diſtant Realms his mighty Pow'r ſhall own, 
And Kings ſhall tremble at his awful Frown. - 

As from the Sea my refluent Streams return, 

They hear the Royal Pile Great AA mourn , 

And then with double Shouts aloud rejoice, 

At this the happy, this the Public Voice. 


The Mother Goddeſs, pleas'd theſe Words to hear, 
Forgets her anxious Grief, and ſhuddring Fear : 
Her ſparkling Eyes ſhine with refulgent Rays, 
And lambent Glory plays around her Face; 
Her trembling Heart with Joy dilates again, 


And a new Vigour darts thro ev'ry Vein. 


To all the Nation ſhe this Joy reveals, 
And ev'ry Son his Mother's Tranſport feels. 


Diſcords 


CF) 


Diſcards, Difſentions, in a — ceaſe, 

And Love, and Union, make eternal Peace. 
The mighty Genius with Celeſtial Voice, 

Louder, than is the dreadful Thunder's Noiſe, 


But with more Harmony, and ſweeter far, 


Summon'd the Tut'lar Cenij of the Land; 
Who ſtreight obſerve the Goddeſos Command. 
She bids them all their proper Off rings bring, 
And wait on her to meet their wiſh'd for King. : 
\ Firſt the Majeſtic Thames rowls on in ſtate ; | 
The little Streams on their great Maſter wait: 
The Humber, Medway, Severn join to meet 


| 
| 
| 
Than the ſoft Notes of filver Trumpets are, 5 | 
| 


Their Sovereign Lord, and play beneath his Feet ; 

The T weed conducting the Albanian Fry, | | } __ 

Ev'n thoſe, that far as diſtant Orkney lye, ( N 

Ruſh out to view Great GEORGE, and leave their Channels dry. | | 4 

The Goddeſs wings her Way thro yielding Air, | 5 N 
And hovers o'er the Ship with Mother's (are. ö 

Calm were the Streams, a ſoſt Eteſian Gale, g 


Plays thro the Shrowds, and fans the Proſp'rous Sail, 
All Nature ſrailes, the joyful Earth appears > 
In the gay Liv'ry ſhe in April wears: mp "0 
The vig'rous Spring in Autumn blooms again, 5 
And a new Gladneſs ſpreads around the Plain : | / 
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While Dove: like Peace her downy Pinions bear 


Along the Boſom of the buxom Air, 


More than Cœleſtial Harmony reſounds; | 


Earth anſwers Heav'n to Britain's utmoſt Bounds, » 


And all the jarring Noiſe of Faction quite confounds. 
The well pleas'd Gods propitiouſly look down, 


Bleſs his Arrival, and the Triumph crown. + n 


The Goddeſs big with her Cœleſtial Charge, RTE 
Conducts him ſafely from the Royal Barge; 
Then ſpreads her Beams, to Mortal Eyes confeſs'd, | 
And to the God-like Man ſhe thus herſelf addreſs'd. 


Hail, mighty Prince, thrice welcome to our Coaſt, 
From thoſe bleſs d Seats, from whence ourRace we boaſt, 
Ordain d our ancient Virtue to reſtore, | 
And baniſh Fraud, and Diſcord, from our Shore: 


Our Land corrupted by the Impious Times, „ 510 aff 
And almoſt ſinking underneath its Crimes, 1 
From You new Health, and Vigour ſhall receive N 


Which You, and only You, could ever give. 
Not the bright Stars, that deck the Brow of Night, . 
And pild the diſtant Galaxy with Light, A 


Are half ſo num'rous, and ſuch Crowds confeſs, 


As your wiſe Sway ſhall in Britania bleſs : 


(9) 
A People Brave, and Daring in the Fight, 
At Home, enacious of their ancient Right; 
Faithfully Zealous for their lawful Prince, 
Of Life moſt laviſh in his juſt Defence ; 
True to the Heroe-Race they always prove, 
Who hald Commiſſion from the Gods above, 
And found their Empire on their People's Love. 


Then turning to her Sons, ----Receive the King; 
Of whom the Mantuan Bard of old did ſing. 


T he Father baniſb'd Virtue ſhall reſtore, 

And Crimes ſhall threat the guilty . orld no more: 

T he Son ſball lead the Life of Gods, and be 

By Gods and Heroes ſeen, and Gods and Heroes ſee ; 
T he jarring Nations he in Peace ſball bind, 


And with Paternal Virtue rule Mankind. 
8 Dryden's Virgil, 4th Paſtor. 
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